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A Fix and A Nop 


Author's Notes: 
Shamelessly stealing Dave Mustaine's penchant for using ellipses in his titles. 


Not only is it *someone's*® first time bottoming, but it's my first attempt at fan fiction It might be a posting 


disaster since | am not quite sure yet how this process works, so please bear with me! 


-A shit ton of drug references. Its early Megadeth, what do you expect? 
-Some 80's-era homophobia :( 
-Lots of references to heterosexuality in here, but it will get slashy, | promise you. 


Dave was a hypocrite. 


He had given Gar and Chris an enormous amount of shit for shooting junk, and yet here was Dave, drunk and 
strung out already, snorting a long line of the light brown powder up his nose. He'd lost weight and muscle over 


the past two years from a lack of proper nutrition and a steady intake of cocaine and heroin so that his broad 


frame was wiry and bony; all stringy muscle and veins. The planes of his face were accentuated by the loss of 
any baby fat he'd had left over in his teens. He wiped his nostril and ran his fingers down along the side of his 
angular jaw as the glow of ultimate relaxation slackened his mouth, and he shifted back into the dressing 


room's couch, his lips parted and eyes closed. 


Earlier that day he'd been at some girl's house (what was her name, again?) that he'd met at a bar in The 
Mission the night before, and had charmed his way into her bed, and more importantly, into her shower this 
morning. He vaguely wondered in the haze of his stupor if she would notice the red stubble in her razor next 


time she went for a bath. 


Being on the road was a challenge, without Diana's house to drop into whenever he desired to wash away the 
grime that accumulated from sleeping on the floor of a practice space, or wanted to get the scent of stale 
booze out of his ever-lengthening mane. More often than he would admit to Diana, he needed to cleanse 
himself of the musk of other women prior to climbing between her sheets. He had a habit of drinking so much 
that he would frequently wake up next to the warm body of a stranger in a house he didn't recognize in a 
distant part of Los Angeles, wondering how he got there and how he would get out without waking the 


slumbering woman by his side. 


Tour was a similar story, except that he was unfamiliar with the cities and neighborhoods he found himself in, 
and therefore stuck with his bassist on his escapades, sometimes crashing on couches while Junior enjoyed the 
company of a woman in the other room, sometimes finding someone of his own, and many times recently.. 


sharing. 


At first, the sight of his friend nude and erect had been startling, and it took Dave a few more minutes and 
several extra strokes to ready himself the first time they double-teamed a nubile brunette. He had never had 
to compete much with other men, as his masculine beauty and athletic physique rendered him irresistible to 
most people, but with another man in the room with him, he felt uncertain and worried about his performance 


for the first time since he'd lost his virginity nearly a decade earlier. 


As Dave let the heroin high flow through him, his mind wandered to the most recent experience he'd had with 
Junior and a third-party. His pants felt suddenly tighter as he recalled sliding himself into the slick mouth of 
that willing girl while looking his friend straight in the eye. Nothing felt quite like the surge of power he 
experienced while dominating both the woman in front of him with his dick, and Junior on the other side of her 
with nothing more than intense eye contact. He had gotten so that the absolute rush, the ego boost in knowing 
that his cock made her choke harder than Junior's, stretched her out wider, all while forcing Junior to watch, 


made his orgasms more intense than any he could recall before. 


He loved knowing he had the power, and with his hand pressing over the bulge in his pants, his mind suddenly 
and unwillingly flashed to an imagined scenario of Junior on his hands and knees, completely bare, on a bed in 


front of him. 


He shot back into reality, opened his eyes, snapped his gaping mouth shut, and tried to push the invasive 
thought from his mind, his engorged cock having lost it's firmness in the process. 


Must be higher than | thought. 


Junior, David Ellefson, was his closest friend, and the thought of touching him in those ways made him 


uncomfortable. The mental image of that submissive male body lingered, however. 


There was something that titillated him deep down whenever he imagined what another man's cock might feel 
like in his grip. The idea of forcing a smaller body into taking all of him. The sheer taboo of it. He had to admit 
that his curiosity was peaked during his threesomes with David, but the two of them had never made any 


moves to cross that line. 


His erection now gone, and the initial high of the smack fading into a comfortable lethargy, Dave looked at the 
wall clock and wondered when everyone else would be arriving. He had gotten to the club hours early since he 
had nowhere else left to go in San Francisco - his bandmates were crashing with an old friend way over in 


Oakland and there was no way he'd make it there and back in time to get high as hell before the the show. Not 


without a car. 


Being in San Francisco never felt comfortable for Dave. There were too many good-memories-turned-shitty 
lurking around every corner, just waiting to slap him across the face when he let his guard down Even this 
venue - especially this venue - harbored so much angst and pain, that it was the least Dave could do to make 
it into the dressing room unseen without nearly shedding a tear for the past life he'd had in this city. It felt 
so long ago, yet so recent, so fresh. Any residual sadness morphed into fury every time he recalled his 
former bandmates and their douchebag replacement guitarist. It was impossible not to think about them while 


alone in that room. 


The substances in his body messed with his emotions. Anger, nostalgia, jealousy, and grief swirled and tugged 
at the fuzzy edges of his consciousness as he drifted off to sleep, brewing just below the surface, but he was 
warm and cozy from the combined effects of the whiskey shots he'd had on his way into the venue and the 
bag of powder he put up his nose, and couldn't resist sinking deeply into the brown, cracking leather of the 
couch and shutting his eyes. 


An Unexpected Encounter 


Dave knew Metallica had played here the night or two before. They were back from Europe and back in The 
Bay, so it only made sense that they'd have been around the local places. And yet, he did not expect to see a 
familiar white guitar lying in state in the corner of the dressing room when he opened his eyes, peeking out on 
either side of a table leg, now visible to him from his horizontal perspective. He shook his head, wavy locks 
swishing, in an attempt to clear the sleep and fog from his brain, but the vision of the Gibson Explorer 
remained. He rolled over to his side on the couch, using his arms to push himself up off the cushions and 


eventually over to investigate the offending stringed specimen. 


As he reached the table opposite the couch, the door on the far side of the room creaked open inwards, and a 
slightly sweaty, flustered looking Kirk Hammett entered the room, in an apparent rush. 


Kirk was startled to find another person in the dressing room, and even more so when he realized that person 
was Dave Mustaine, his long, slim body bent over the corner table and eyeing James's guitar with a mixture 


of curiosity and disdain. 
Dave straightened up, assessed the situation, and never at a loss for words, got directly to the point. 
"Look, it's Hetfield's errand boy. Funny. l'm not surprised he made you his bitch." 


Kirk, annoyed that the task of retrieving his band's left-behind gear was being made significantly more difficult 
by the prospect of a confrontation with the pathetic, whiny Dave, huffed and rolled his eyes. 


"We left a lot of stuff yesterday. This is just part of it. Girls dragged us home and we just forgot to clean up, 


‘cause that's what happens when you're a member of Metallica’. 


Kirk emphasized the last word with as much vitriol as he could muster, realizing as he spoke that it was 
probably a bad idea to antagonize the very man who once punched James in the face, and broke another guy's 
ankle with little provocation. He was mad, though, and Dave's words bothered him because he knew they held a 
grain of truth. Why was it Kirk that had to go pick up after his friends? Lars, bless his little heart, was out 
getting more alcohol, but Cliff and James were just lazing about, waiting expectantly for Kirk to bring them 
their abandoned guitars and discarded clothing. 


Dave's glare deepened, his eyes narrowed and the right side of his lip pulled up into an evil sneer. Even at his 
most cruel, Kirk had to admit to himself that Dave was a stunning person to behold, tall and broad shouldered, 
quads visibly flexing beneath his jeans as he squared his stance. They had met and partied together several 
times in the distant past when Kirk was still in Exodus, and were on friendly terms back then, but the ensuing 
two years had brought many changes to their lives and to the thrash scene. Dave was a loose cannon - had 
always been - but he had a face that could melt hearts until he inevitably opened his mouth and a tirade of 
absolute shit poured out. Which was precisely what happened in the moment that followed. 


"You're Hetfield's bitch," he repeated. "They only got your sorry ass to replace me ‘cause you were the easiest 
option. You can't play as fast as me, you can't sing. They just like you cause they don't have to fight you for 
the groupies." 


As he uttered the last sentence, Dave knew it was a lie. Kirk was dark and beautiful, jacked up teeth and all. He 
may have been little, but he was fucking pretty and Dave tried to ignore that fact as best he could, focusing 
instead on the hate inside him. 


"Heh -" Kirk breathed in response, more of an audible grimace than a true laugh. When he found nothing more 
came to mind in reply, he set his jaw in a defiant clench, jutting his chin forward and looking down his nose in 
his best approximation of a fighter. Although his stance assumed a challenge, he hoped Dave would be too 
fucked up to take the bait, because despite his clean clothes and still-drying red waves, his eyes looked a 
mess; glazed, and less-than-focused. Kirk was aware that backing down from Dave Mustaine was not an option, 


and showing fear to this beast would surely result in his demise. 


In a sudden move, Dave pulled the table toward himself, then slammed it into the wall, one leg crashing 
forcefully into James's guitar, knocking it to the floor in a loud clatter. Kirk didn't shift a muscle, having 
anticipated Dave's violence, and steeled himself against it, silently thanking The Dark Lord that Dave had chosen 
an inanimate object as his target, rather than himself. Kirk continued to stare him down as Dave then kicked 


the guitar across the floor toward Kirk, and flopped back down onto the couch. 
"Return that to your Daddy" Dave sassily tilted his head and waved his hand dismissively. 
"Get fucked, Mustaine". 


Kirk picked the guitar up by the neck, no worse for the wear, despite Dave's half-assed effort, and with 
deliberate movements styled to avoid further invoking Dave's wrath, he plucked Cliff's jean jacket and hat from 
the wall pegs and silently left the room, leaving the door open behind him. 


Dave watched him slowly move about the room, bending down, then reaching up, exposing a line of midriff. His 

ass was shapely - not round exactly, but muscular and unexpectedly thick for the size of him. His fluffy black 
hair danced around his shoulders, flipping to the front and then to the back, showing off his square shoulders 

and smooth neck in his ripped shirt. He was too far away to see it clearly, but he was fairly certain there was 
a hickey placed just above his collarbone, and the notion of someone sucking on Kirk's neck brought Dave's dick 
suddenly back to life. Perhaps the heroin stupor he had attempted to sleep off hadn't entirely left his system, 
and he was still somewhat aroused by the memory he had been reliving before he passed out. Something 


about..his cock.in a hot, wet mouth.. 


He was getting hard. Kirk walked out of the room and Dave went back mentally to the place he had tried to 


leave earlier. 


A naked man.on a bed. 


But this time he was picturing Kirk in front of him. That tight, firm ass in the air, the muscles of his back 
taut and strong and shifting in the light. And - FUCK - he hated him. He hated him so ferociously, yet those 
soft, dark brown eyes, his thick lips, his small, lithe body, had done something to Dave that he could not yet 
admit to himself. 


He took a pillow off the couch and frustratedly threw it with such force that it knocked over a nearby chair 
and sent it skidding across the floor into the wall. Metallica would always be there to somehow fuck him up, 
mess with his mind. The only solution would be to play harder, faster, better, and bring the house down 


New Friends, New Attitude 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk meets the rest of Dave's band. 


Kirk fumed on his walk down the hallway. As he turned the corner toward the open main floor he was sure he 


heard another crash come from the dressing room, but tried to pay it no mind. 


Was he angry at Dave? He certainly felt like punching that shitty smirk off his smug face, but he hated 
resorting to violence in any situation Was he angry that he was constantly being used by his bandmates? 


What had Dave said? 
Thats right, he called me an "errand boy" and fuck him, but he isn’t wrong. 


Nothing else that Dave had said had cut him as deeply, recognizing that it was all spouted out of bitterness. 
Kirk was more than confident in his ability as a guitarist and was unbothered by the weak insult. Dave's jabs 
had come across like small lies he had been repeating for years to make himself feel superior to Kirk, and had 
finally had the chance to say them out loud and to his face. And yet, Dave was astute and had nailed the 
situation exactly on the head the moment he saw Kirk coming to claim James's guitar for him, as though King 


Hetfield could not be bothered to do it for himself. 


With the ember of fury burning within his heart, Kirk exited the concert hall, walked to the curb, opened his 
car door, chucked his friends' possessions unceremoniously inside, and slammed it shut again. The feeling of not 
being appreciated was what bothered Kirk the most. He and Cliff were the falent, dammit, and James and even 
Lars just didn't recognize it enough. 


He thought fondly of his bandmates most of the time. They had a great deal of fun together, goofing off, 
playing music, drinking heavily, and had bonded in Europe in a way he hadn't seen coming. He and Cliff had many 
heart-to-hearts, and he felt he could truly be himself with the guy. James was a big softie when it came 
down to it, and he took advice from Kirk on his playing without any backlash, improving tremendously in a 


short amount of time. And Lars.. 


He wasn't sure he was attracted to Lars, but he enjoyed kissing him. It happened occasionally at first, Lars 
getting incredibly drunk and smooching everyone in sight - male, female, trans - it truly didn't matter to him. 
But drunk Kirk was the only member of Metallica that would kiss him back. It started innocently enough, but 
lately Kirk had been initiating contact without having a few beers first. Lately his dick was reacting to the 
rough stubble and masculine scent of Lars in a way it only had done for women in the past. Lately he had 
been finding himself interested in exploring further, even going so far as to have fantasized about it last night 
in the heat of passion, imagining the finger in ass and the mouth his cock was inside of belonged to a man. The 


thought made him come so quickly that he had to apologize to the poor girl at his hips, his semen leaking out 


of her mouth as she tried to swallow the unexpected load that had been shot into her without so much as a 


warning thrust. 


Kirk swiftly walked down the street, still alight with anger, hot in the August sun that poked through the 
partially cloudy sky. It was a humid day for the bay area, his hair sticking to his face, his shirt damp on his 
back. He was hell bent on getting a drink and drowning the uncharacteristic rage until his pacifist self 


reemerged. 


Inside the dimly lit dive, the time of day didn't matter. Kirk sat at the seat closest to the door and asked for a 
shot of vodka. The bartender poured him a double and he gulped it down immediately. 


The enmity within him began to dissipate shortly after the burn of the clear liquid had made it's way to his 
stomach. He laughed at himself for getting so worked up over such a small slight. His friends loved him. They 
took a little advantage of him, but they meant well. 


He was just about to order another drink when the door opened and three members of Megadeth walked inside, 
two of whom appeared to be high on something speedy. Coke, maybe? Remembering what he had heard about 
those guys, he suspected crack as a possibility. 


They were extremely friendly, the uppers working their magic, and surrounded Kirk immediately upon 
recognizing his face, introducing themselves eagerly. Kirk knew of David, knew that he was typically referred to 
as "Junior", but hadn't met the other two in person. He wasn't sure they were part of the metal scene and 


had not seen them around much in the early days. 


"Hey, you're a great guitarist, man! | saw you guys play back in ‘83 and it blew me away!" said the tall, gangly 


man standing to Kirk's left, proving his initial assumption to be incorrect. 


David and Chris both nodded enthusiastically, although David was having what appeared to be a tough time 
making eye contact. He kept shooting glances at his bandmates as though attempting to communicate 
something, but they were both flying too high to notice. Kirk suspected he felt guilty about associating with 
Dave's nemesis behind his back, but didn't ask. Instead he offered the guys a round, hoping that this brief 


interaction could be the beginning of a camaraderie between the two bands. 


"What time do you guys go on tonight?" Kirk asked the group after they'd all gotten a few gulps of beer 


down. 


"Nine, maybe nine-thirty.. You know how these things are. Never start on time. Who knows when we actually 
play." 


David had loosened up a little bit once the alcohol made it's way into his blood stream. He hadn't imbibed 


whatever substance the other two had, and between Gar and Chris on uppers and Dave back in the dressing 


room obviously on downers, Kirk thought that the only chance Megadeth had of successfully playing a show 
tonight lay with this blonde Midwesterner. 


Just as that thought crossed his mind, Gar leaned in toward Kirk's face, and intoned, "Hey, its snowing in the 
bathroom," and promptly got up from his bar stool. He shot a look back at Kirk, one eyebrow cocked upwards, 
a tilt to his head, as he opened the bathroom door. Kirk waited a minute, looked around the nearly empty bar 


room to make sure no one seemed suspicious, and followed him inside. 


Gar had a little spoon heaped with powder and waiting for him the moment he walked through the door. He 
snorted the fine white dust easily, thankful he'd made the connection with the three band members as the 


coke began to trigger excitement in his head, a chemical taste already running down the back of his throat. 


He figured he'd kill another hour or two here with the guys. Cliff and James could wait a little longer for their 


crap. 


Kirk was off to the races. 


David, Chris and Gar had left to go warm up for the show. Kirk was too fucked up to drive, so he walked 
around the neighborhood, taking in the sights and sounds of the city at dusk. 


His mind wandered back to the interaction he'd had with Dave a few hours prior. The anger and defiance had 
since left him - an effect of the alcohol and cocaine. He was left with a feeling of pity and warmth toward the 
fiery degenerate, and a small amount of guilt over having been the person that replaced him. He thought there 
was some deeper, more personal truth lurking behind what Dave had said about Kirk not being able to sing or 
get girls. He suspected it was possible that Dave had been too great a threat to James. A better guitarist. A 
decent voice. And God, was he amazing looking. He had probably gotten all the chicks early on, and James and 
Lars became sick of it. Kirk had seen a lot of those first Metallica shows, and it was Dave talking during the 
set, introducing the band, introducing the songs, flying around the stage like a maniac, leaning into the crowd. 
The band just wasn't big enough for all those personalities to co-exist. They had to drop him and get someone 


who wouldn't fight back when they inevitably clashed. Someone exactly like himself. 


Kirk felt like shit all of a sudden. He was the errand boy. The guy who wouldn't assert himself and would just 
go with the flow. 


Well, fuck it. They can get their shit back another day, thought Kirk. 


He headed back to the venue. 


| Fell In Lust With The Boy At The Rock Show 


Kirk was enraptured. 


He had never seen Megadeth perform before. He'd been in Europe for the past year, and wasn't even sure if 
the band had played outside the LA area prior to this current tour - their first. Based on the physical state 
in which David, Chris, and Gar had left the bar, Kirk found himself admittedly pretty concerned that he was 
about to witness an epic trainwreck. The club was packed, and his gentle heart worried for the four boys 
about to take the stage. He cringed, imagining his new buds making fools of themselves in front of a big San 


Francisco thrash crowd. He was no longer even in the mood to watch Dave humiliate himself in such a fashion 
However, what came out of them was anything but a disaster. 


Gar was an absolute monster, playing rhythms he'd never heard come from a metal drummer. Dave Ellefson 
was almost as good as Cliff (even though he played with a pick, Kirk noted) and kept up with Gar in every 


sense. 


It seemed to Kirk like Chris and Dave were soloing at the same time, warring with their guitars; harmonizing, 
then riffing back and forth - and somehow Dave managed to sing over it all. The sheer amount of notes his 
fingers could land per second was insane, and Kirk was blown away that he could play them and growl the 
speedy lyrics simultaneously. He knew from personal experience how challenging it was to play riffs that Dave 
wrote - he'd been replicating the guy's songs for two years, mimicking his solos and just managing to keep up 
with Dave's shredding on the No Life ‘Til Leather demo, and yet here was the man himself, playing even faster. 
Kirk had never beheld anything quite like it in his life. 


The redhead was a vision on stage. Sometimes he barely moved anything but his fingers, concentrating while 
squeezing his eyes shut. At other times he would thrash his head around so hard, Kirk thought he'd break his 
neck. Every once in a while he'd pull his hair back from his face, grab the mic, and screech, yell or wail. Kirk 
made his way up to the pit halfway through the set, jostled forward by the adoring hometown fans who knew 
him by sight. 

Up at the front, he had a perfect view of that goddamn asshole, Dave Mustaine.. 

.and he was breathtaking. 


Kirk gazed up at his wild hair, puffy red lips, the straight, strong brow bone shading his eyes, and felt a pull 


from deep within his loins. 
He suddenly, and so badly, wanted to kiss Dave. 


The wave of desire mixed strangely with the animosity he bore him, a result not only of their confrontation in 


the dressing room, but of all the Metallica-themed shit-talking Dave was forever prone to. Even so, he 


couldn't turn off the flame that had ignited inside. He had to have that man, and he had to have him tonight 


When Megadeth came back out for their encore, Dave reappeared shirtless, sans bullet belt and vest, left in 
just his tight jeans and white Nikes. Kirk felt almost in a frenzy, his dick twitching at the sight of that broad 
chest, hairy and sweaty, a little gold necklace hanging just under his collarbone. Dave was skinnier than Kirk 
remembered from years back, but he still looked like he could kick anyone's ass that dared to fight him. As 


that realization dawned on Kirk, he became simultaneously afraid and more turned on. 


What would happen if he tried something with Dave? He'd certainly get the shit beaten out of him. Maybe 
even murdered. The prize somehow seemed worth it, though, and Kirk had drunk and inhaled enough confidence 


to be bold. 


Now at the front of the pit, Kirk banged his head, slammed the wood of the stage with his feet and hands in 


time to the music, and made enough of a scene to get Dave's attention. 


As their eyes connected, Dave sneered, Kirk glared, the shared gaze a silent power struggle punctuated by 
wailing guitars and fierce beats. Neither looked away, the moment lingering and burning, full of anger, lust, and 


pure metal, until Dave's hair fell too far in front of his face to see Kirk any longer. 


Ferociously whipping his brilliant red mane up into the air and back behind his shoulders, sweat rained down 
over the front row. Kirk, his tongue darting out, stared Dave deliberately in the eye as he licked away the 
stray droplets that had fallen to his lips. 


Gar and Chris found Kirk after the show chatting away at the bartender in the corner of the club, throwing 
back another drink. 


"We were glad to see you made it! Aren't your buddies gonna be pissed you didn't bring their stuff back to 
them?" Chris asked politely, which was a surprise to Kirk, as it came from a man that had just spent an hour 
and a half shredding like a demon. 


"Who cares? James has like, four guitars. If he wants to play, he can just use a different one. You guys 
fucking slayed, man!!!" Kirk, in his exuberance, grabbed Gar by the shoulders and shook him. Gar smiled goofily 


and presented him with devil horns in response. 


"King Diamond invited us all to an after party happening over in The Haight. You should come along. | got hooked 
up with my guy just a minute ago so there's more ‘party’ if you know what | mean. You're welcome to 
whatever we got," said Gar, clearly more excited about his drug score than the wildly successful show he just 


played. 


"The HAIGHT, man, what the fuck? That's all cracked out ex-hippies!" Kirk knew San Francisco like the back of 


his hand, and hated when out-of-towners threw the parties. They were never where you wanted them to be. 


"| dunno, that's the place to go, | guess. You should come. It'll be fun," Gar insisted, wanting his new friend to 


join in on the action 


Kirk almost stopped himself before saying it, but he had to know. "Do you think Dave will be there? 


Mustaine?" 


"Yeah, he's going, but don't worry. We won't give him a chance to hassle you. Its cool, it's cool. He can be a 
good guy if you get him high enough and keep him away from the whiskey." Chris sounded like he was trying 


to make himself believe it as well as Kirk, but Kirk needed no further convincing. 


"l'm in Give me the address. I'll meet you there." 


Dave was positively vibrating backstage, every nerve ending alive and aware. He knew they played well. Even 
Chris, for all the times he'd gotten too strung out on smack to play anything but sloppy backing riffs, was at 
the top of his game tonight. 


It was a bigger crowd than he'd ever played with Metallica, and all those people were there to see him. Him! 
Dave Mustaine and his new band. He had needed that ego stroke to assuage his feelings of insecurity about 


being back in The Bay. It was all he had wanted. 
Except.. 


What had happened between Kirk Hammett and himself during that last song had confused but electrified him. 
He wasn't sure if they had just threatened each other with unspoken violence, or if Kirk wanted to fuck him. 
The rush he'd felt was that of one predator clashing with another, sparks and venom shooting between them 


until the moment was broken. 
What the fuck was that little cock smoker doing at my show, anyway? Came to gloat? Joke's on him, then 


Dave was curious, though. Maybe Kirk had noticed him staring at his ass earlier and.liked it. Maybe that was 
why he came back. Cascading through his mind at a million miles an hour came visions of curly hair head- 
banging; narrow hips moving slowly in the dressing room; the flash of trim waist above tight jeans. Again Dave 
found himself fantasizing about the feel of a cock in his hand, the dream of overpowering a weaker man. He 
had to know where Kirk was, suddenly. He had to see him. 


Rushing out and onto the main floor, Dave caught a glimpse of Gar and Chris in the back of the club, talking to 


Kirk in a manner far more familiar than Dave would have expected to see. He could not believe it. 


They know each other? How the hell do they know each other?? 


He couldn't restrain the deep sense of betrayal and anger welling up in his chest at the sight of their obvious 
friendship. A desire to punch the absolute shit out of Chris and Gar momentarily pushed the horniness away 
and left him enraged. Dave stomped back down the hall toward the dressing room, dodging fans and the 
dissipating crowd, and threw open the door, slumping back down onto the same grimy brown couch that he'd 


spent hours on earlier, although this time he didn't have the luxury of being alone. 


The dressing room was a whirl of drugs, booze, fan boys who had somehow made their way in, and seemingly 
everyone from every band who had played that night, with the noted exception of his drummer and guitarist. 
He smiled wanly and signed a young kid's copy of Killing Is My Business, even though he felt instead like slapping 


every person in the room. 


He and Junior would be going to the after party, and he could get good and fucked up there. Maybe find a 
chick with a nice, thick ass to grab onto, and bury his face in her tits until he forgot about the fact that 
Chris and Gar had been fraternizing with the enemy for God knows how long. Until he forgot Metallica had 
ever replaced him with that little turd of a guitarist. Until he forgot about Kirk. 


Junior clapped him gently on the back with a smile, "Get up, ya dumb fuck, it's time to get out of here. Thank 
God for roadies. So glad we don't have to load the van anymore. Meet you on the bus?" 


Dave looked up at his friend, thankful for the young man with whom he shared a name, and followed him 
outside. They climbed on board the waiting vehicle, finding the traitorous Chris and Gar already there amongst 
a slew of others, the lot of them delirious with drink. The Daves dropped down into seats next to one another 


as the bus pulled off into the night. 


Anticipation 


Too drunk to drive in a straight line, Kirk took a wiggly route through the streets of his home city, avoiding 


anywhere he knew cops liked to hang out. 


He was going to the party with a singular purpose. He wanted to be with a man. And he wanted that man to be 
Dave Mustaine. 


All his making out with Lars had switched on a part of his brain that he had previously refused to 
acknowledge. Yes, it had started as a joke in Europe, and he did it to make girls swoon and giggle and (hopefully) 
join in, but he knew in his heart that underneath the lighthearted kisses lay a desire more serious. 


His body felt aflame, his sheer sexual energy driving the car more than his hands or feet. He kept going over 


in his mind how he would dare approach the situation. 


Dave had looked at him from that stage like a dog in heat, ready to ravage his bones, Kirk was almost sure of 
it. Yet, in the back of his mind, there was still a creeping fear that told him, "he looked at you like he wanted fo 
END you, not fuck you 


He stuffed that little voice down as far as he could, trying to focus instead on his pick up line. He could 
compliment him. Tell him he's the greatest guitarist he's ever seen. Tell him he's better than himself. That 
seemed like something Dave would want to hear, nevermind if Kirk believed it or not. Maybe he could apologize 
for interrupting his alone time earlier and acknowledge the negativity between them. Or it might be better to 
just bring him a drink as a signal that he wants to patch up their rift. 


Kirk arrived at the big, three story house before he had a chance to decide on his move. 


Loud music was pouring out into the street and the front door stood slightly ajar. Kirk figured that was an 


invitation unto itself. 


Stepping inside, he found himself in a rather large living room, a smattering of folks here and there shouting to 
each other to be heard over the blasting record. A large group gathered in the galley kitchen seemed to be 
attracting an increasing number of revelers from different parts of the house, overflowing out of the small 
room into the hall and onto the back porch. Not recognizing any familiar faces in the crowd, Kirk noticed lights 
on upstairs, and headed up the first flight in search of the Megadeth crew. A second living room on this level 
led to a long hallway with a couple of rooms on either side, most of the doors standing open to slightly messy, 


unoccupied bedrooms. 


He was distracted by a bookshelf in the room at the end, which sported three whole rows of comics. He lost 
himself there, poring through issues new and old, until he heard from below him the telltale buzz of a massive 


influx of people. 


He crept back down the hall, passing a couple making out on the couch in the upper living room, and peered 
down over the bannister at the open front door to witness a bevy of black-clad musicians entering. As he 
descended the stairs, he caught the eye of David Ellefson, and his heart jumped into his throat, knowing who 
would be soon to follow. He hadn't anticipated the sudden wave of panic, and he sped toward the kitchen, looking 
for the nearest source of alcohol to help calm his nerves. Finding nothing on counters behind the warm bodies 


swarming the room, he threw open the fridge and discovered the jackpot. 


Cracking a light beer, Kirk wandered in what he hoped appeared to be an aimless way back into the hall and 
toward the downstairs living room at the front of the house. He caught sight of a fluffy head of strawberry- 


colored hair, standing a few inches higher than most others around it. He was unmistakable, even at a glance. 


Kirk looked down at his beer as he entered the now-crowded space, aware of Dave to his ten o'clock, facing 
away from him. A young woman with piercing eyes surrounded by dark eyeliner, and a hairdo that screamed "| 


love Poison" stepped in front of him, stopping him in his tracks. 
"You're in Metallical | saw you guys play once, and you were so incredible! Is the rest of your band here?" 


She spoke loudly in order to communicate over the music, craning her neck around the sides of Kirk as she did 
so. It was more than obvious that she was looking for someone besides himself. He would have put money on it 


being James. 


While Kirk was disappointing her with his reply, Dave was slowly turning around, his head cocked to the side, 
having heard the interchange from halfway across the vaulted living room. He felt that tingle again, that 
vibrating sensation he'd had the moment after his set ended, and hoped beyond hope that when he completed 
his rotation he'd see curly black hair, full lips, and dark puppy dog eyes in his line of sight. 


Kirk looked up as the woman stepped away from him, muttering a goodbye and something about a “fun night’, 
and was captured by hazel eyes squinting at him from under a fringe of curls, a square jaw set with a 


singular resolve, and a chest in a tight, white, graphic t-shirt drawing in what seemed like an impossibly huge 


breath. 

Again, he stared back, refusing for the third time today to crumble under that withering gaze. 

They remained locked in a stare for several seconds, until Kirk, taking a gamble, turned on his heel, and at a 
pace that matched his precise movements earlier that day in the dressing room, walked up the stairs, glancing 


meaningfully back at Dave just before his face disappeared from sight. 


Dave waited a beat, and without explanation to his companions who were already too far gone to notice his 


departure, pushed through the growing throng, and followed Kirk up the stairs. 


Admit H 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk instigates something. A power struggle ensues. Dave is horny for praise. 


Kirk's nerves were doing a little dance. He half expected to stand there, leaning against the far wall of the 
hallway, and wait for nothing, for no one to materialize at the top of the stairs, which, he realized with a 
sinking feeling, he could barely see from this vantage point. It was a rash choice he'd made, but there he was, 


doubling down on it. 


Ml just wait a few minutes. If he doesn’t come up, then thats that. Probably just wanted to kill me after all 
annoyed that | came fo his show. Maybe | read it wrong 


He took a sip of beer and chewed at his lower lip, waiting, hoping, and eavesdropping on the mundane 
conversations coming from the second floor living room, which was filling up little by little with couples looking 


for a comfortable spot to suck face. 


It was sooner - so much sooner than he had dared to dream - that Dave appeared on the landing, glowering 
and suspicious. Kirk watched him peer all around at the bodies on the couches, then down the long hall, and 
upon glimpsing Kirk he began to stalk menacingly in his direction 


In the moments before Dave reached him, Kirk became paralyzed with dread, barely able to will himself to 
keep his face neutral. The expression and body language of the approaching man evoked a sense of danger; his 


prowl more similar to a tiger cornering its prey than that of a human seeking physical touch. 


So he was just looking for a fight after all, Kirk mused dejectedly to himself. Dave only wanted to get him alone 
so that he could kill him privately and hide his body in a closet, unbeknownst to the party goers below. He 
dimly wondered if after Dave choked him death, the police would be smart enough to match the size of the 
bruises left on his neck to those big hands and impossibly long fingers. Just before Dave stopped, standing 
wide-legged in front of him, Kirk found himself wondering how one of those fingers might feel on his tongue, 
slipping inside his mouth.. 


"Why did you come tonight?" 

Dave got right to the point. He was aware, decisively now, that Kirk wanted him. That coy, pointed glance over 
the shoulder on his way up the stairs had said it all. But Dave needed to hear it from the horse's mouth. He 
wouldn't admit it to himself, but deep down he also needed to hear Kirk tell him how good he was, that he was 
the fastest guitar player in metal, that he was talented. 


Kirk opened his mouth, pausing for just a moment before choosing to tell the truth. 


"Your band invited me." 


Dave was confused for a second but quickly realized Kirk had misunderstood his question, and was referring to 


the party. 


"No, shit head, why did you come to the show? Forgot you had a job to do today?" His implication that Kirk 
was obligated to serve James, Cliff, and Lars turned the knife one more time, bringing back the bitterness that 
came with being undervalued. It stung, but spurred him to press on all the more, for what could piss his band 


off worse than cavorting with their greatest foe? 


"Just wanted to see the competition." he shrugged to demonstrate that it was no big deal. "| wanted to know 
what all the fuss was about. Plus, ya know, | was in the neighborhood" 


Kirk hoped this comment would be innocuous enough to avoid getting his ass beaten to a pulp. He didn't want to 
tell Dave about running into the rest of Megadeth in the bar, as he got the sense that David, Chris, and Gar 
intended to keep their leader in the dark about it, likely fearing his famous temper. 


As Kirk spoke the words, Dave opportuned to step a foot closer, eliminating the gap between them. The other 
party guests were just out of view from the spot Kirk had backed into, and the two had a modicum of 
privacy, something Dave was thankful for at this moment, his blood rising in his face as the scent of Kirk, so 


close now, enchanted him. 


"And what did you think of the ‘competition'?” Dave asked slyly, his head tilting toward the brunette at a slight 
angle, internally debating whether he'd rather provoke the smaller man into an altercation or reach out and 
stroke his finger across the curve of his lips, a shine left behind from the pink tongue that slipped out and 


over them. 


His body nearly hovering over Kirk's now, a light fragrance of shampoo wafted upwards from the spirally dark 
curls as Kirk lifted his can to his mouth and cooly finished off the last sip of beer, acting as though Dave's 
posture and affront to his personal space was completely normal. Dave suspected that Kirk was feigning the 
macho attitude because he caught a glimpse of what he thought might be a shaky hand as Kirk lowered the 
can back down by his side, crinkling it easily in his strong fretting fingers. Still though, the overall calm 


demeanor he was projecting began to irritate Dave. 


He wanted him to cower, to shrink and fear him. But the petite guitarist did not budge from his spot, lazily 


backed up with one shoe sole pressed against the wall, and instead replied, 
"| think we had a bigger crowd last night." 


Kirk wondered to himself where the reckless words came from as they tumbled from his mouth. Something 


sinister had gotten into him, and everything kind he had imagined saying in the car was overtaken by a sudden 


will to antagonize. To poke the bear. He felt a little uneasy, but continued talking, even as the intense, dark hazel 
of Dave's eyes seemed to turn red, narrowing while his nostrils flared slightly - a bull ready to charge. 


"Interesting choice putting jazz guys into the band. | guess it must have been hard to find anyone left in the 
metal scene that would want to put up with your bullshit” 


At that, Dave savagely slapped the can out of Kirk's left hand, the mangled aluminum scraping his fingers as 
he did so. Simultaneously, he leaned his face even farther forward, his other arm pitched up against the wall 


next to Kirk's head as he steamed, full of malicious intent. 
Without a second thought, Kirk reacted. 


Hand flying quickly into the air, he smacked Dave upside the head with his now-empty open palm, screwing his 


mouth and nose up into a taunting grin. 
What are you gonna do about it? Kirk felt like saying. But Dave didn't give him the chance. 


Grabbing both the wrist of the offending hand and a fistful of Kirk's hair, Dave easily pulled him away from 
the wall and shoved him, stumbling backwards into the open doorway of the room to his left. Kirk glanced 
briefly away from Dave's face as he was manhandled, eyes darting past the familiar bookshelf of comics. He 
had chosen his location well in waiting for Dave. His intention had been to lure him into this particular bedroom, 


more private than the others, it's single shared wall adjacent to only a walk-in closet. 


Kirk tripped on the edge of an unseen rug with the heel of his high tops and went down on his back, taking 
Dave with him to the floor, the other man's fingers still entangled in the mess of curls. From his position 
there, Kirk noted with a thrill that Dave had kicked the door shut behind himself with his foot before their 
descent to the ground. 


On top of Kirk, a barbarous rush of power, desire, and lust overwhelmed Dave's senses. He had tried his best 
to contain it out in the hallway but now alone together in this too-warm bedroom, he let out the cruel beast 
inside of him. 

"You know you saw the best goddamn show of your life tonight. Admit it." 

Dave had Kirk's wrist pinned down forcefully, and his other hand still tightly wound against his scalp. This latter 
hand he pulled tighter, and moved his knee fast along the floor, pressing it up into Kirk's crotch, compressing 
his balls while trying to force out the answer he wanted to hear. 


Yet no reply came; only a scowl. Dave saw the corner of Kirk's mouth faintly pulling up into a slight smile. 


He's enjoying this foo much, Dave thought to himself. He wanted to get him into a compromising position, needed 
to feel the narrow hips under his finger tips, wanted to bite him. 


For a split second Dave relaxed his grip on Kirk, preparing to shift his positioning, but upon feeling the fingers 
release their hold, Kirk saw his opening, whipping his hand away from Dave, jerking his hair out of the grasp. He 
thrust his face toward Dave's and, with his teeth, captured the pouty bottom lip with nearly enough force to 
draw blood, sucking the bite and tonguing along the wide expanse of that luscious, smooth lip before Dave had 
time to react. 


Releasing his mouth, he grabbed Dave by the throat, using all the strength he could muster to try flip them 
over and gain the upper hand, but he was no match for the heavier, more muscular body, his attempt 


resulting in barely a budge. 


Dave, having gathered his wits about himself by that point, hit Kirk across the face with the back of his hand 
in punishment for the pitiful choking and, admittedly sexy, bite. He was full of bloodlust.. or some kind of lust.. 
and nipped Kirk back, sinking his teeth into the other's neck. He spread Kirk's thighs farther apart with his own, 
and leaned his palm onto the chest of the smaller man, crushing him into the floor. He bit him again, licking the 
flesh of his neck, salty and sweet, sucking and mouthing from his jaw bone down to the place where someone 
else had left a mark of their own. Dave sucked hard there, causing Kirk's breath to hitch in his throat, his 


pelvis jerking slightly upwards against Dave's knee. 

Dave pulled away, looking down into Kirk's eyes from above. 

"Admit it" 

Kirk said nothing, but breathed heavily, recovering from the attack on his neck and expecting another blow to 
the face. His cock was twitching hard, the blood rushing to it with such strength that he felt he had none left 
anywhere else in his body. 

Dave moved his free hand up to Kirk's neck, teasing and threatening. 


"Admit it, you little bitch. | saw you out there having the time of your life." 


Kirk bristled at being called a ‘little bitch’, retorting, "Yeah, you saw me out there when you were giving 
me fuck eyes Dick You admit it" 


Dave smiled at this, a menacing, asymmetrical grin that again both intimidated and aroused Kirk. He looked down 


at the bigger man's pants, an obvious bulge beginning to protrude to the left of his zipper. 
Oh, its on, Kirk thought. /m going to bust out of my jeans if something doesn’t happen quick 
But at that moment Dave released him and sat back on his knees, the evil smile still plastered onto his face. 


“Fuck eyes'? You really think I'd wanna fuck with a little dude that doesn't even respect me? Unlikely. Get 


yourself together, Hammett. I'm outta here." 


Still grinning, he began to stand, as Kirk, his heart sinking, watched the long legs and sculpted thighs unfold and 
straighten. It was too much. He couldn't go home tonight without having Dave. He submitted. 


‘It was the best show I've seen in years. l'm serious. And, fuck you." 


The smirk fell from Dave's face, his eyes zeroing in on Kirk's, his dialating pupils darkening the sparkly orbs. He 
leaned down to Kirk who had propped himself up on his elbows, and pulled him to stand, the lustful swelling of 
his chest pushing against Kirk's as he inhaled. Dave had gotten what he wanted. And now Kirk was about to get 
what he wanted. 


Rock Hard 


Author's Notes: 
The boys indulge in their newfound affection for each others’ bodies. 


| reeeaally wanted to name this chapter "Dick In Mouth" in reference to the last track on "So Far So Good..So 


What!", but that just seemed gratuitous. 


In unison, they pounced. 


Frenzied hands grasped at tense muscles and tugged at long hair. Their full lips met, parted, and clasped 
together, rich silk on decadent satin. Open mouthed, they let their tongues explore one another's; fast at first, 
then softly, deeply, and seductively slowly. 


Dave couldn't keep himself from grinding his hard-on against Kirk's flat belly as he sucked on the curvaceous 
lips pressed upon his own. The effects of the booze and smack had been sweated out during the gig, and he 
was keenly aware that the full-body buzz he was experiencing now was pure libido. He wanted to throw Kirk 
back to the ground, to slap him, choke him, dominate him. But he opted for patience, high off the stir caused 
by this body twisted up with his, savoring the feel of the firm ass cheek filling his hand. 


Kirk leaned his shoulders back and seized either side of Dave's shirt, pulling it up above his head. With those 
strong arms trapped inside the garment, Kirk again took advantage of an opportunity presented to him, and 
gave the redhead a swift shove, the backs of his knees meeting the edge of the bed behind him. 


Shit." Dave muttered in confusion as he made impact, bouncing a tad on the springy mattress, still tangled in 


his damn t-shirt. 


The cotton top was pulled off his arms roughly before two hands were placed on his broad chest, silently 

commanding him backward onto the bed. Two legs spread across his hips, pinning him down. Dark brown eyes 
bore animalistically into his own, as Kirk loomed above him, his ribcage swelling, teeth bared in almost a snarl. 
Dave was surprised at this turn, but allowed it to continue, paralyzed by desire as a slim finger trailed down 


the soft line of dark ginger hair that pointed from below his sternum to his belly button 


Kirk was instantly drunk on the sight of Dave's body, the pale skin glowing in the low lamplight, auburn chest 
hair glistening with a sheen of sweat as he breathed. The peach fuzz along the dips and angles of his abs 
cought the light, illuminating the beautiful lines of his torso. Mouth watering, Kirk imagined what lay hidden 


beneath the still-fastened jeans. Waves and curls, orange in the warm incandescence, were spread like flames 


behind his head. Dave panted softly through puffy cherry-colored lips, returning Kirk's intense gaze with eyes 
just a shade deeper than the vibrant color of his hair. 


Dazzled by the vision of beauty before him, Kirk couldn't be held responsible for the words that came out of 


his mouth. "Dave, you are a complete asshole, but god damn if you aren't a knock-out" 


He opened the button of Dave's pants, then hastily undid his own as well, unzipping both pairs. Tight as they 
were, Kirk had to pull the waist of Dave's jeans down several inches to allow his underwear-clad cock to escape 
from where it was constrained. The light-colored briefs left little to the imagination, the definition and outline 
of Dave's hardness clearly visible through the thin, stretched jersey knit. 


Kirk salivated at the sight, his heart fluttering with a combination of yearning and nervousness. The presence 
of another man's arousal, so close, was a foreign experience and suddenly the gravity of what he was about to 


embark upon overtook him. He paused to take a few stabilizing breaths. 


Sensing the hesitation, Dave took over, running his hands up Kirk's thighs to the edge of his open jeans, tugging 
but failing to remove the barrier of clothing. He gripped one leg, lifting it up and over himself to meet its 
partner so that he could properly yank the pants off of him. The loosely tied shoes and socks tumbled to the 
ground, tight black pant legs stripping them away as all were discarded. Unlike Kirk, he wasted no time worrying 


and wondering about his next move. He needed to touch that dick, and now. 


He thrust a hand into Kirk's underwear, finding his victim easily, and drawing it out, pulling the elastic 


waistband down below his balls with the other. Dave wantonly eyed the prize. 
"Bigger than | expected," he almost lisped, lips and tongue dripping with desire. 


Kirk clocked the backhanded compliment, but he was too shocked by the sudden move and new sensation to 
respond, sucking air into his lungs, his eyebrows narrowing. Dave's warm hand quickly made him forget his 
inhibitions, the movement sensuous and deliberate. He lifted his leq back over Dave's waist, moving into a 


straddle so the access would be easier. 


The absolute size of the fingers surrounding his erection was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. His own 
hand felt entirely different from this dextrous mitt encasing his manhood and stroking him expertly, as if it 
had done it a thousand times before. 


Dave, for his piece, had not done this a thousand times, or even once, before. At least, not to another person's 


body besides his own. 


So, he touched Kirk in the way he liked to touch himself, firmly yet gently, exacting a slightly tighter grip 
between the meat of his thumb and knuckle of his first finger, providing the glans with extra attention. The 
stroke was made all the easier by the unfamiliar sensation of foreskin fluidly slipping up and down over the 


ridge. He took his right hand away for just a moment, licked it in a wide stripe from the base of his palm, to 


the tips of his first two fingers, and went back to work, repeating the motion several times, and gaining extra 


lubrication from the drops of pre-cum already oozing out of the throbbing, purplish head. 


The juicy ass rubbing against his hardness caused Dave to buck his hips upward, unable to contain the pull in 
his abdomen, his cock twitching with excitement as he watched the pleasure burst across Kirk's pretty face 

with each stroke. Dark eyelashes fluttered closed against heating cheeks, red blush bloomed, and sweat crept 
up along his forehead as the hand job got under way. Dave was so focused on his face, that he didn't notice 

Kirk reaching around behind his back and squeezing his still-clothed dick into his palm. 


"Oohhh-" Dave stopped all motion, his body freezing at the unmistakable touch of a hand closing over his girth, 
a guttural sound erupting from deep inside his chest. Kirk slipped out from his grip, sliding to the floor and 


onto his knees, peeling Dave's underwear and the rest of his garments down his legs, and off. 


Instinct took over at the sight of that ample, pink cock, standing at attention. He took it in his hand, closing his 
longest fingers around the base, and licked the underside, testing the velvety feel of it on his tongue. 


Dave smelled of leather and laundry, musky and masculine, and tasted mildly of salt - a remnant of the sweat 
that had poured from his body while he'd played his heart out just an hour or so before. Kirk closed his lips 
into a kiss against the upside-down V-shape that the junction of his cock head and shaft created. Dave propped 
himself up and leaned back on his hands watching, open-mouthed, as Kirk sampled the goods. 


Lips parted, the brunette lifted himself higher onto his knees. Running his top lip up and over the sensitive 
head of Dave's dick, Kirk took him into his mouth, experimentally applying a tiny bit of suction at first. Once he 
became accustomed to the feeling, he opened his jaw as wide as he could manage, inserting the first several 
inches of shaft. Dave groaned, throwing his head back, the sound resonating loudly through his body and into 


the room, mixing with the deep bass notes pounding from the floor below. 


Thick and long, Dave's cock was a lot to take for a first time blow job. In his mind's eye, Kirk envisioned the 
best head he could recall getting, and attempted to mimic the actions, speeding up slightly as he progressed, 
using his tongue to provide pressure along the veiny underside and around the tip, coaxing his throat wider and 
tried to avoid gagging. Drops of sweet liquid touched the tip of his tongue, showing him he was on the right 
track. He used his hands to take up the space his mouth couldn't manage, drooling profusely down the firm 
shaft, giving himself enough slickness to move quickly. 


Dave's moans picked up in pace, alternating at random with his short breaths, and he soon became lightheaded. 
He had wanted so badly to punish Kirk for his earlier transgressions, but his body seemed to have other plans, 
the warmth of impending orgasm flushing his skin and pulling his balls up tighter toward the base of his cock. 


It was all happening too fast. He needed to draw the moment out. 


Forcing himself to shift focus amid the wash of pleasure, Dave called on his long-simmering anger, envisioning 
James, Lars and Cliff's frowns as they unceremoniously delivered him the news that he was booted from the 


band. He pictured Kirk, all fluffy curls and innocent eyes arriving just after his departure. Kirk copying his riffs, 


putting them onto tape, being congratulated for his own work. Kirk being lauded for his skill, being photographed 


and interviewed for magazines, touring overseas. 


It was enough. Alert now, and with intention, Dave gripped the back of Kirk's head, shoving him down roughly 
while thrusting repeatedly into his open mouth, making him pay for all the pain he'd caused. The vigorous 
attack forced a flurry of choking noises out of the man at his knees that lasted until, his face heating and 
heartbeat increasing to a pace faster than even Gar could drum, Dave exploded, gasping out a breathless "Fu- 


uuck yeah!" 


Surprised by the odd feeling of semen dripping down the back of his abused throat, Kirk struggled and failed to 
regain his composure. His vision spotty from lack of oxygen, and swallowing as best he could, he waited until 
the after-shocks jerking Dave's body had subsided to move his mouth off the slowly retreating member. 
Before he could even somewhat recover, he was pulled by the hair back up onto the bed, legs forcibly spread 
apart across Dave's naked hips, and then dragged down into a kiss. Dave lapped at Kirk's swollen lips, parting 
them with his tongue, searching out the lingering remnants of his own juices. Still reeling, Kirk was stripped of 
his shirt and underwear within a second, a whirlwind of fast, vicious hands taking over the reins as, in his 


delirious state, he unwittingly relinquished the last of his control. 


Dave laid back on the bed, his feet still touching the floor, and gripped both sides of Kirk's butt, urging him 
forward, his knees shuffling upward until they were placed on either side of a set of wide shoulders. The 
stretched position a challenge, he had to lean forward onto his hands to keep his balance, causing his cock to 
drop just above Dave's face. He felt a large hand encompass him again, this time accompanied shortly 


thereafter by a wet tongue. 
"H-holy fuck, Dave. Ughhh-" 


The tongue swirling around the crown and into the slit of his cock head rendered him unable to speak clearly. 
He had never been blown from this angle before, and he was already feeling the irresistible urge to plow down 
hard between the two lush, crimson lips surrounding him. Dave clearly deserved it, but Kirk worried what 


would happen to himself in return if he indulged in the desire. 


He didn't have much time to concern himself with it. One wiry, strong arm encircled his hips, as Dave pulled 
his mouth away with a filthy slurping sound. He effortlessly flipped their bodies over and around so that Kirk 
was on his back and they lay lengthwise atop the comforter, heads at the foot of the bed. 


Never in his life could he recall feeling so vulnerable and exposed; his fine, tan skin shining with perspiration, 
slim legs spread apart, manhood fully on display, damp and heavy against a thicket of tight black curls. He 
burned with lust for the wicked ginger staring hungrily down at him, taking in the scene. 


Wordlessly, Dave leaned into Kirk's neck, his pace markedly slowed, this time carefully kissing the places he'd 
ravenously bitten at before. His hand made its way down the side of Kirk's torso, starting at the dark hair 


under his arm and languidly traced four lines, one with each finger simultaneously, down his ribcage. The 


calloused fingertips traveled across his tight belly, and down the trail of fuzz to his wrap around his 
circumference, the head weeping fervently since the omission of Dave's mouth from the organ. 


The shivers that ran through his body felt familiar and yet unknown, erotic and luxuriously sinful. Long fingers, 
talented and strong, stroked his cock with a natural ability that only another man could possess. He brought 
Kirk close to the edge, then backed off, time and time again, drawing out the experience. The surprising, gentle 
turn in this wild creature's nature caused some of the empathetic warmth Kirk had felt earlier that day to 
bubble up again. His desire, fiery already, seemed only to grow, the longer he felt the soft suckling on his 
earlobe, along the muscles of his neck, on each nipple. The light scratch of stubble across his chin as he was 
tenderly kissed him made him tingle. He found himself wanting to open up a little bit, to express something 


intimate to this generous, gifted lover. 
"I thought you might have followed me up here to beat me up. So you could do it in a place-" 


Kirk sucked in a quick breath of air as a thumb slid over the tip of his dick, searching for wetness and finding 
it. 


"- without witnesses in case you wanted to break my-" 

Oh tuck, this is good, oh fuck, how does he do that with his fingers.. 

"face without getting the cops called- -aahhh!" 

A purposeful pinch to the end of his cock as he spoke the last part of the sentence sent a twinge of pain and 
delight up his spine. Dave ran his lips along the even, long, jaw line from just below the brunette's ear to the 

end of his chin. With the pointy tip of his tongue, he licked up to the curve under his lower lip, teasing at the 
pink mouth. 

"Who says l'm not still going to break your face?" 

The sinister smile that cracked along Dave's maw was accompanied by a suddenly maniacal look in his eyes. He 
stroked the fingers of his unoccupied hand along the slightly reddened area of Kirk's cheek where his knuckles 
had connected the hardest. 

‘Or if not your face, maybe your ass." 

Alarm bells went off in Kirk's head. He had been too quick to assume Dave was being kind, and foolishly let his 
guard down. The hand on his girth had begun to grip more tightly, an uncomfortable friction building between 


the dry palm and his most delicate skin, all saliva long gone at this point. 


This was all just a game to him. He was softening me up for the kill He's gonna.. The realization dawned on 


him. He's gonna fuck me in the ass. 


It was certainly not the outcome he'd expected. Kirk had assumed the edging would eventually result in a 
reciprocal blowjob, since he'd already satisfied Dave to completion In the back of his mind he'd thought it was 
possible he was being allowed a sensual interlude before getting Dave onto his back and taking him for himself. 
But even that had seemed unlikely because there was no lube in sight. 


"You - you had your fun.. already." Kirk said, stammering a bit. 


Dave cackled watching the beautiful, dark eyes grow larger with fright. Amused by this, he decided to push it 
further. He leaned backward, hamstrings meeting calves, presenting a massive, threatening erection that had 


reappeared during the last fifteen minutes of slow kisses and tantric pleasure building. 


Blinking away panic, Kirk tried again. "Um, maybe we do that another time." It was rushed and pathetic, but it 
was the best he could come up with to try to save himself. 


Dave didn't respond right away, but stopped the rough movements of his hand, laying his palm instead along a 


hip bone, his menacing smile weakening, as if considering the words. 


This isn’t gonna be fun for either of us, Dave realized, noting Kirk's hardness beginning to fade, his body tense. He 
had made the drunken mistake of going for anal without enough prep once before, and it left his dick raw and 
feeling swollen afterward, nevermind the pain Diana had been in. Diana.. Guilt flashed through his mind and he 
shoved it away as best as possible, but the momentary thought of her, unwelcome as it was at a time like 
this, melted his heart. He felt - ugh - he felt a little badly for tormenting Kirk. Goddammit, he thought, 
annoyed, / just cant abuse him. So fucking cute. Fuck! 


Mentally kicking himself for being such a softie, he had to admit that he wanted Kirk to enjoy it. He had spent 
far longer amorously kissing and fondling the smaller man than he'd planned to, but had found himself 
completely enraptured by the supple, responsive body. He couldn't tear himself away. The chemistry between 
them burned hot. It turned Dave on endlessly, observing and feeling the reactions his movements caused. He 


wanted more of that. Hl just have fo tease him until he cant help himself. Hl make him say yes 

He pivoted to a new tactic. Using his whiniest voice to speak the words, he pouted his lips at Kirk, though he 
could feel the wildness remaining behind his eyes. "You wanna come though, don't you? How are you gonna do 
that if | leave you here right now, high and dry?" 

Kirk scoffed. 


"I can finish myself just fine, thanks. Been doing it- uhh, oh god -all my life -ttsss-" 


He hissed through his teeth as Dave leaned over, licking the tip of his cock with the flat of his tongue, curling 
it lasciviously, bringing him instantly back to full mast. 


Maintaining sinful eye contact, the redhead proceeded snaking his tongue further down the other's member, 


earning low moans, succeeding in taking Kirk's mind momentarily off the prospect of being fucked by another 


man for the first time in his life. 


Lifting his head back up, Dave replaced the dick in his mouth with two of his own fingers, drooling profusely 
onto them before lowering them out of view. Seductively lifting an eyebrow, he puffed out his lips, making that 
pouty face again. 


"You mean you don't like this? Don't want to see where this goes?" 


A palm cupping his balls, the tip of a finger stroked over his tight asshole in time with the words, wet and 
slippery, coaxing him to relax into the feeling. Kirk unabashedly loved a finger or two inside of him. It intensified 
his pleasure, that feeling of doing something a bit naughty. Although his logical brain was telling him to shut it 
down and leave Dave here by himself, his animal brain had the power, and the convincing finger tip that was 


beginning to dip little by little inside of him was pushing away his boundaries. 


Licking his lips, Kirk stopped resisting and let his body call the shots. The muscles of his lower half began to 
loosen up, his hole opening slightly to the finger penetrating him. 


One finger a knuckle deep and the other ready and waiting beside it, Dave tried working in further to stretch 
him out, but the position was awkward and he couldn't move his hand the way he wanted. He scooted forward, 
Kirk's legs splaying up and over each of his own thighs in the process. The angle improved, he slipped the 
second wet digit inside, evoking a gasp from the little guitarist and cautiously slid both fingers inward another 
inch. Looking Kirk in the eye, he crooked them toward himself, searching out the spot he knew would be there, 
but didn't yet know how to find. 


Kirk tipped his hips, pressing onto the slowly exploring fingers, knowing that he could help get the angle right, 
experienced as he was with anal play. Dave brushed gently against his prostate, feeling the rounded shape of 
the gland with his finger tips, and Kirk groaned loudly, his abdominal muscles trembling, making it very evident 
the fingers had connected. 


"Right there? That how you like it, Hammett?" The words came out reverent, breathy, almost a whisper, as 
the fingers of his right hand curled forward, amazed and so pleased was he by the reaction 


Kirk narrowed his eyes at him, mouth agape with unrestrained passion, and nodded. "Suck my cock?" he begged, 


panting. 


Dave did not comply. Instead, he stroked him several times before unexpectedly taking his other hand from the 
slightly stretched hole, moving full palm under tailbone instead, and shifting him a little. Dave raised himself up 
on his knees, nearly mounting Kirk's body curled underneath him, his cock now hovering just above the other. 


He'd had a sudden curious urge, and was driven to act on it. 


Bracing himself against the lithe body with one hand, Dave took hold of its straining erection in the other, then 
extended his thumb back toward himself reaching his own, and grasped them together. 


Both mouths fell further open watching the heads of their two cocks slide alongside each other, a shuddery 
gasp coming from the man on his back. They weren't shaped quite the same, Dave's rounder, a brighter pink, 
and Kirk's slightly more flared, the ridge where it connected to his shaft providing Dave with a little shiver as 
it grazed deliciously past his most sensitive spot. He let a long string of drool drip from his mouth onto their 
pressed flesh. Massaging the wetness over them, he slid a finger in between to moisten the undersides. 


Dave's cock surged at the sound of the guttural, husky moans coming from below him, pre-cum leaking out 
and mixing with Kirk's, the latter absolutely dripping from the lengthy foreplay. He closed his eyes, savoring and 


memorizing the sensations. 


But Dave had another goal in mind. The realization of his fantasy was so close he could feel it, and yet he still 
needed Kirk to want it, too. He, of course, would outwardly posture and rage if denied, but deep inside he knew 


he'd be hurt if Kirk rejected him. 


With effort, he removed his hand from the twin erections. He lowered himself down to elbows on the bed, 
stretching long legs out behind himself all the way to the wall, kicking pillows off the bed in the process. He 
leaned the side of his face against a silken inner thigh, marveling at how it was nearly hairless, and soft to the 
touch. He let out a sigh of admiration, glancing up at the wide, dark, expectant eyes of the glowing face before 


him. 


Dave ran his lips inward, planting a kiss where kinky black hair met junction of leg, then continued, trailing up 


the twitching shaft until his lips collided with the head, and he opened them around it. 


One, two, three pumps of his head, and he'd gotten Kirk into the back of his throat earning first a moan, and 
then a yelp of pleasure, knees jerking out of control beside his shoulders. Intentionally gagging himself, he 
swallowed around the thick meat in his mouth, his body rejecting the intrusion, saliva pouring forth in response. 
If Kirk was anything like himself, he knew he didn't have much time, a deep-throat usually causing him to nut 
almost immediately. Again, he forced himself down, feeling a hand gripping his hair now, pulling the bangs back 
from his face, and his gag reflex kicked in, saliva absolutely flooding down the underside of Kirk's body. Dave, 
shakily breathing through his nose as he pulled up for just a second, swirled the ample amount of liquid over 
Kirk's asshole, and dove down, swallowing again, eliciting both another wild jerk of legs, and another enormous 


wave of slobber, this time his stomach twisting and jumping as well, eyes watering, nose running. 


Kirk felt two wet fingers circle his hole and push in, introducing the smooth wetness to his backside. Dave, 
red-faced, sweaty, and with un-focused eyes, slid his mouth from his body before he could reach orgasm, 
frustrating him. His hand still in the gingery waves, he used that leverage to pull Dave's face up to meet his 


eye. 


"Too much for you?" he taunted, hoping Dave would take the bait and prove him wrong, the fingers in his ass 
lazily stroking along his prostate. He needed that lush mouth back. He was dying for release. 


Looking ravaged and almost ill, the redhead didn't respond verbally, but penetrated Kirk as fully as he could 
with his two long fingers, a third vying for entrance along the ring of his hole. He slid his fingers slowly apart, 


allowing the ring finger to dip in as well, spreading Kirk open gradually, demonstrating his intention. 
"Spit," Dave instructed, extending his free hand toward Kirk's face. 


He looked into the bright, amber eyes for a moment, processing, but was unable to think very clearly with the 
sensations he was experiencing down below. 


"You know its happening whether you help or not. Might as well make it easier on yourself" 
Sucking one outstretched finger into his mouth, Kirk gathered up all the wetness he could, slavering into the 
open palm below his chin. The ungodly spread of the fingers in his ass was the final straw. Nervous as he was, 


Kirk had to confess he was ready for it now, too. 


"Fuck me, then," he consented, and hoped those would not be his last words. 


Set This Bed Afire 


The submission was music to Dave's ears. 


However, there was one problem. His hand hovering in mid-air, filled with the collected wetness from Kirk's 


mouth, he broached a subject he had been avoiding. 


"| don't have any condoms." As he spoke, he slid himself temptingly against the split of Kirk's cheeks, the soft 
fuzz there tickling him. 


Kirk breathed impatiently, "No shit, me neither." Panting hard, on pins and needles with want and frustration, he 
reached out and took the back of Dave's hand, palm shining, and guided him to slick himself up from base to 
tip. "What are you waiting for?" 


"You're gonna let me fuck you raw?" The nasally voice was almost shaky with anticipation. The fingers inside 


Kirk pushed and stretched. 
"Please, goddammit, just put it in Or suck me off. I'm gonna fucking explode." 


Pulling his three fingers from the tight warmth, he lined himself up, rubbing his leaking tip against the waiting 
pucker. He could feel eyes on his face alight with lust, the fear there all but eliminated. Throwing caution to 
the wind, he said a little prayer to himself that Kirk was clean. 


"You're gonna feel this tomorrow," Dave snickered, and applied pressure, the large, swollen head of his dick 


forcing its way inside. 


His hands nearly rent the blanket in two as Kirk felt himself being split open, stretched beyond imagination. He 
bit down hard on his lower lip but it didn't help take away from the burn. His back arched uncontrollably. 


Slow in his motion, Dave worked himself inward little by little before drooling obscenely again onto his own 
shaft, smearing the saliva around to ease the penetration Almost soothingly, he cupped Kirk's balls, fingering 
the delicate orbs as he sunk in deeper. Despite the concerted effort he'd made to work him open, Kirk was stil 
so tight that Dave's girth struggled to spread him. He was motivated to be somewhat more gentle than he 
typically would by the whimpers sneaking out through those two exquisite lips. The will to beat his enemy into 
submission had been replaced by the strong desire to gratify him. 


Finally able relax his muscles with a concerted effort, Kirk felt Dave plunge into his guts, almost fully 
sheathed, and the air went right out of his lungs. 


"Jeeesus," Dave growled hoarsely at the abrupt penetration Pulling back out partway to press tantalizingly along 
that sweet spot, Dave watched in awe as the motion sent reverberations through Kirk's core, the evidence of 


which radiated from his face. Dave shivered and groaned as he pushed back in a second time, the opening now 


able to accommodate his manhood with less trouble. 


Several unhurried pumps later, and the stimulation had numbed the ache, the head hitting the right spot on 
each deliciously slow upward rock of Dave's hips. As he got more and more into the feel of it, Kirk rolled his 
body against Dave, changing the rhythm to set a faster pace. 


A switch had turned back on in Kirk. Even in this compromising position, he couldn't stop the part of his brain 
that naturally wanted to force his lover to his will. Grasping a fistful of curls, he pulled Dave's face closer 
down to his own. He shoved two calloused fingers into his open mouth, pulling, feeling his tongue and teeth, 
shocking him with the intrusion. The digits received a quick suck and bite in answer. 


He slipped his hand out past Dave's succulent lips and down the front of his long throat, squeezing purposefully 
before moving lower. Fingers twined into chest hair and gripped aggressively. Kirk grunted, lifting his head to 
Dave's neck and sucked a deep, red mark before chomping his teeth down hard. "How do you like it?" Kirk 
murmured into his ear, then bit that, too. "Like a little taste of the pain you're causing?" 


Wincing at the bites, Dave whispered back, "You wanna be in control, don't you?" His thrusts became more 
punishing, sensing that was what Kirk wanted - needed - and he was more than happy to oblige. He reared 
away from the violently pulling fingers, and sassed Kirk, louder now. "Hah. Well, too bad for you." 


Kirk slapped him directly in the face. 


Dave gasped, the astonishment widening his eyes. Without meaning to, he stopped the movement of his pelvis. 

The hand moved to his nipple and pinched, lightly at first, then harder. Though Kirk spoke no words, there was 
a glint in his eye as he flashed the briefest of devilish grins. Dave was fascinated by the audacity of this man 
who, although completely at his mercy, continued to instigate him. He was suddenly covetous of the power Kirk 


exuded, and wanted to take it all for himself. 


"I see. You wanna play it like that, huh. You want me to fucking ravage you. This how ya want it? Like it rough?" 
Dave hissed the words, propelling his hips fiercely in time with his pattern of speech, snapping his teeth at the 
hands on his neck, his chest. A raspy, deep moan was summoned from the depths of Kirk's lungs, wavering in 


time with the increased force of Dave's thrusts. 


"Yesss. Fucking use me!" One hand back in Dave's hair, he pulled hard, showing him how deeply he wanted to be 
fucked. His other hand he snaked up to Dave's throat, choking him, crushing his Adam's apple until he wheezed. 


The room was hot, the darkness of night having done little to cool the air. Sweat oozed from every pore of 
their naked bodies, glistening and musky, the scent of sex intoxicating them. The relentless clap of skin on skin, 
the moans and pants, created a music that mingled with the sounds from beyond the door. They fucked like 
their lives depended on it. 


"Let me take you from behind," Dave purred into Kirk's lips, sliding his dick out swiftly and spinning him over, 
flat on the mattress. Hands came under his sharp hip bones, and Kirk felt his ass lifted into the air, knees 


pulling up underneath to support himself, boyish shoulders bracing narrow arms and spread fingers. 


Although struck mostly cock-dumb by this point, he still had enough sense left to be impressed by Dave's 
powerful, lean muscle that so easily manipulated him into position. The submissive state he found himself in 


was an unexpected turn-on, and he tested the feeling, curving his back, elevating his shapely, Toned ass into 


the air. 


It was a view to admire, and admire Dave did, utter carnality consuming him as he gazed upon the svelte body 
in front of him, ready and expectant. He drooled again, right onto his target, as he leaned down briefly, biting 
into the meat of one glute. 


Kirk turned his face to look behind him, crooking an eyebrow up and licking his lips. He was about to open his 
mouth to say something provocative, but he didn't get the chance. 


Because Dave didn't wait this time. He didn't bother to tease. 


He sidled up fast, his legs on either side of Kirk's, and with a thumb spreading a cheek, he savagely thrust the 
length of himself inside. 


Both voices cried out as Dave slammed to the hilt, a sound blending together agony with ecstasy. He lost the 
self-control he'd practiced all night. He gave in to the exhilarating fury of ultimate domination 


Leaning forward, he drilled himself down, hoping his aim was true, and reached one hand around, clutching at 
Kirk's touch-starved cock. 


Fireworks were ripping through Kirk, the sheer force of Dave's energy threatening to toss his body off the 
end of the bed. As a hand stroked him rapidly, the thrusts came shorter but pushed in deeper - if that was 
even possible - and Dave's body closed over his. He was pummelled so viciously into his depths that he felt 
almost sick Fingers milked his tip, ran along the slit, spread the natural lubrication 


The hand moved unvercifully fast, but in a motion so fluid that it astonished him that Dave was able to keep 
it up in time with the ruthless pounded he doled out. Musicians are the best lovers, the last functioning part of 
Kirk's brain told him. This one in particular. 


He wanted to call out, he wanted to say something so dirty to Dave that it would put him over the edge, but 
the fierce, punishing attack prevented that. All he could manage any longer were sharp yelps and whines in 


what didn't even sound like his own voice, unable to actually form words. 


Dave was a man possessed, mentally worshipping Kirk's body, yet unable to stop himself from nearly tearing it 
apart in his aggression. He sucked and bit at the sweaty skin of Kirk's shoulders and back like a feral animal. 


Rock hard and ready to erupt, Kirk's concious mind left this plane. He sunk into the impending euphoria, as the 
beginnings of a tremor began to take shape deep inside his body. 


And then - a shockwave. 


A wail of exaltation pierced the room, drowning out the pounding music coming from downstairs, as the built- 
up tension finally broke. Kirk's whole body shook as he released, his leg muscles tightening nearly to cramping. 
Ribbons of white dressed the bedspread and Dave's hand. Droplets soared over the edge to the floor, so 


intense was the force of his shot. 


Without slowing his pace, Dave fucked Kirk barbarically through his orgasm, riding him as he convulsed, tight 
muscles spasming around his cock. The pulsating sensation was electrifying, but Dave was still far from 


finished. 


His joints having completely turned to rubber, Kirk could not stay on all fours anymore. Feeling him beginning to 
fall flat, Dave dragged his soaked hand from Kirk's drained cock up the length of his body, and with brute 
strength hauled him upright, chest to back, holding his full bodyweight. Shoving and shifting around without 
pulling out, he moved them to the wall, a supporting hand laid against it. 


Kirk leaned his head back against Dave, eyes closed, back arched, one hand sliding behind his shoulder, again 
finding a handful of soft, red hair. The other he tenderly laid on top of Dave's on the wall, feeling the straining 


tendons and muscles before interweaving their long fingers together. 


Dave pummelled him in this way for what felt like ages. Kirk, hyper-sensitized and almost crying with moans, 
pulled on Dave's hair to the point of pain, Dave biting the side of his neck, leaving deep teeth marks, the skin 
near to breaking. By this time Dave had gone past the point of words as well, gasping and squeezing out 
creaking groans that Kirk could feel rumble in his chest. 


Dave's orgasm was approaching just as he was finally losing steam, his legs tired and shaking from the intense 
workout of holding up most of Kirk's weight for so long. The smooth roll of his hips gone now, he frenetically 
bucked and thrusted in whatever pattern his cock dictated. 


So that they were kneeling in almost a prayer pose, Dave, with a momentous howl into Kirk's ear, came hard, 
his second climax of the evening so strong that it shuddered through both of their bodies, and they collapsed 


like fallen leaves, crumpled together, hair entangled and stuck to slick, spent husks of human forms. 


Neither spoke or moved for some time after they finished, the physical exertion having completely drained 
either of the ability to peel themselves away from the comforter, now completely damp. On another planet 
they lay with eyes closed, near to sleep. 


Still in a daze, Kirk eventually felt a faint tug at his hair, and turned his head to the side, finding Dave's first 
finger wrapped inside one of his curls, gently stroking the strands of it with his thumb, deep-set eyes 
glittering in his face, looking at it. Kirk blinked slowly, breathed slowly, as he watched Dave bring the black curl 
toward himself and entwine it with one of his own golden-red ones, pulling the combined spiral lock out straight, 
then letting it spring back, both of them marvelling at the motion before their eyes met. 


The macho persona had been emancipated from Dave's temper through the sheer physicality of what had 
taken place. Kirk's cocky, mischievous attitude had disappeared as well, a comfortable vulnerability opening up 
between them instead. The lengths each had gone to to satisfy the other had surprised even themselves, 
leading to an unanticipated post-coital connection. 

"| underestimated you." Dave's voice was quiet and serene, filled with wonderment. 


Kirk moved his face toward Dave's hand in his hair, allowing his cheek to be cupped, softly. 


The gentle touch bringing him back into his own body, Kirk was suddenly aware that he was completely nude, 
laying on a stranger's bed with another man, during the middle of a party raging loudly all around them. 


We didnt lock the door. 

Horror passed through him at the knowledge that Dave's band might be looking for one or both of them, 
having been closed together in this hot bedroom for going on an hour, maybe. He sat bolt upright, shooting a 
panicked look at a confused Dave, and shot off the bed, speedily crossing the few steps to the door and 
depressing the lock. 

Dave's eyebrows lifted, mouth slightly opening when he recognized their lust-blind stupidity. He rolled himself 
over onto his stomach and up onto elbows, long body streched out, pale and lovely, one shapely foot stroking 
the back of the opposite calf as he, uncharacteristically at a loss for words, looked into Kirk's chocolate eyes. 


"What now?" Kirk unhelpfully asked, his question more of a statement to fill the silence than anything else. 


Dave smiled a genuine grin. "I'm laying in the nastiest wet spot ever. The hell do we do about this bedspread?" 


He rolled to his side, gesticulating to the pool of bodily fluids under his stomach 
"Burn it?" Kirk suggested, nose crinkly cutely at the sight. 

"We could chuck it out the window." 

"| could give it to James as a gift from you." 


Dave laughed at that, amused by Kirk's banter. He sat up and leaned over the side of the bed, grabbing his 
clothes off the floor, easily picking out his white shirt and blue jeans amongst Kirk's black garments. 


"I have an idea, sorta. Clean yourself up.." Dave eyed messy Kirk, a shiny translucent trail on the insides of his 


legs, semen drying all over his chest, ".somehow..and get dressed. Wait here. Don't let anyone in. Obviously." 
Dave had gotten his clothes back onto his sticky body, but his face told a tale of debauchery, lips completely 
swollen from use, skin ruddy, bruises forming on his neck, and hair impossibly tangled. Kirk raised an eyebrow 


at him. "You can't go out there looking like that.” 


"Well you can't go out there at all. You can barely walk straight" He wiggled his head amusedly, gesturing with 
one hand toward Kirk's legs. 


"You'll run into your band, dude." 
| can say | got too high and passed out if anyone asks. Wouldn'ta been the first time." 


Conceding, Kirk, still fully nude, stepped behind the door as Dave opened it so as not be seen. He locked it behind 


him and was left alone to wonder what the hell he was going to wipe himself down with. 


Gotta be a sock drawer around here somewhere.. 


Can't Get Enough of You 


Author's Notes: 
| took Dave's side a bit with the whole getting-kicked-out-of-the-band thing and leaned more heavily on James 
and Lars as villains, but only ‘cause it fit for this particular story. 


A sincere thank you to anyone that read through the entirety of this. | know that my formatting is not the 
greatest. So. Thanks for dealing with it and pushing through. 


Dude, | wrote "Lard" so many times in this chapter. Damn autocorrect. ANYWAY 


A big inspiration for this whole fic was based around the actual 20I6 quote by Kirk Hammett in regards to 
Dave being kicked out of Metallica: 


‘Ive always shown a lot of empathy for him, understanding that he was just pissed off. It's the equivalent of 
the woman of your life leaving you." Dave responded on social media with a comment that was essentially like, 


"Yeah, Kirk is right". 


WHAT IF THEY HAD SAID THAT TO EACH OTHER IN 1985??? And, like, also fucked out their feelings a little bit? 


Compared to the heat inside the bedroom, the air beyond the door was almost breezy. The lights all over the 
house had been dimmed, and he was thankful for the cover of semi-darkness. Dave ran his hands over his 
hair, attempting to straighten himself up as best he could before he ventured cautiously down the hall 
Stealing surreptitious glances at the folks crowded onto the second floor, no recognizable faces jumped out at 


him, so he proceeded down the stairs. 


Gar and Chris were pressed together on a couch on the lower level, heavily-lidded eyes indicating to Dave that 
they'd already finished off Gar's stash. He counted his blessings that they neglected to acknowledge him, and 
slid cat-like along the wall toward the kitchen. 


He longed to be back upstairs already, hiding out with Kirk, basking in the afterglow instead of slinking through 
a smelly party of unwashed twenty-somethings. It had been a long time since he'd felt chemistry like he had 
tonight, and wanted to soak it up while he still could, wanted it be the antidote to his painful memories of this 


city. 


Beers were snatched from the fridge, and painstakingly he made his way back through the bodies which 


seemed to have multiplied tenfold since he'd arrived. He kept a vigilant scan going as he crept along. 


Unattended on the entryway table, illuminated divinely by soft lamplight, Dave's searching eyes spied a beefy, 
freshly rolled, joint. The heavens sang. Employing some minor sleight of hand, he nabbed it on his way past, 


because he was Dave and, even in his subdued state, Dave was a dick. 


Rounding the landing and attempting to coast by the upstairs living room, Dave spied the regal side profile of 
Junior, his arm slung up over someone's shoulder, mercifully distracted. Always fast on his feet, he moved out 


of the potential eyeline of his friend like a bullet, ducking behind the shoulders of the other party-goers. 
Finally arriving back outside the room, Dave knocked but received no reply. 
He tried again, this time with a sharp, "Hey," also to no avail. 


He waited a second more, disbelieving that Kirk would have left without telling him, and trying to hide the 


desperation in his voice said into the jamb, "Hey, Hammett, its me." 


The door flew open and he was yanked in by the shirt before it was shut speedily again behind him. Kirk had 


done a decent enough job of making himself presentable, but he looked shaken. 
‘Sorry, someone tried the handle while you were gone. | wanted to make sure you were you" 


The comforter was kicked up into a pile in the corner. Comics were spread out on the floor, a couple horror, a 
couple superhero, some miscellaneous others. Kirk was clearly trying to make it appear that he had a good 


reason to be in that room all alone in case he got interrupted, and had pulled magazines out at random. 


“That's a good one," Dave commented, pointing to an older issue with The Punisher on the cover, something the 
owner of this room must have collected in his youth, tattered as it was. Kirk hadn't taken Dave for a comics 


aficionado and was intrigued by the statement: 
‘I'm more of a horror guy myself, but | can appreciate some good ol Spiderman" 


"Yeah, comics got me through a lot of lonely, shitty times as a kid" Immediately upon speaking the sentence, 
Kirk noticed a shift in his expression, almost as though he was embarrassed the words had come out. Dave 
brushed them away quickly. "Anyway, | got us some of the yellow stuff," he smiled lopsidedly, lifting one hand 
with four beers in it, an impressive feat. He wiggled the joint at Kirk with the other. "And some of the green 
stuff." 


Fishing a Zippo out of the pocket of his jeans, Kirk tossed it in the air, flipping it up high and catching it in an 
attempt to impress. "Now this, l'm prepared for." 


Settling down on the rug, backs leaned against the bed, they fired up the joint and cracked the chilled cans that 
had begun perspiring in the heat of the room. An understated grin and knowing eyes accompanied Kirk's cheers. 


"To.. making up? | guess." 


Dave bumped his beer with his own and they drank, each in their own thoughts, the tension building now that 
they were fully clothed and no longer had one shared goal in mind A quiet moment passed. 


"So. You still dating that one chick, um, Rach..? Rebecca?" Dave struggled to pin down her name, recalling it 
from the bits of Metallica gossip he'd unsuccessfully tried to avoid. 


"Yeah, on and off. You know how it is on the road. Hard to keep it in your pants," Kirk chuckled, his mind 
running quickly through his recent series of slutty shenanigans. 


"Cool. Um, well guess | gotta come clean - | kinda nailed your last girlfriend." His mouth twitched up into a side 


smile. "Sorry" 

Caught totally off-guard, Kirk snorted into his beer. "When we were dating?" 
Yep" 

"You complete douche" 


Dave shrugged his shoulders, taking a healthy hit of weed. "She wanted it, man, | don't know what to say. | 
mean, now | feel bad about it. | sure didn't before tonight, though, I'll tell ya that.” 


"Yeah, | fucking bet you didnt." 
Mulling over his next words, Kirk paused to smile mischievously. 
"Who was better?" He knew the answer in advance. 


Dave huffed softly and turned to look him in the eye. "Hell, you mighta been the best lay of my life. You're a 
little freak, you know that?" 


"So I've been told. Heh." He looked down at his hands for a second, his smile fading. Getting overly personal 
seemed like a good way to scare Dave off, if his reaction to the innocuous comment about the Spiderman 
comic had been any indication, but he was feeling loose and open, so he continued, "You ever fucked a guy 
before?" 


"No." Dave glanced away and back, pursing his lips. He sighed. "Not even close. | really didn't expect.. this." 


"Yeah, no, me neither." Kirk almost stopped himself before revealing too much, but felt his expressive eyes 


already giving him away. Eh, fuck if, he thought, and plowed forward. "I've considered it. Thought about it a lot 


actually, but no one's ever really caught my eye like... like you do, so.. you're my first. And you were kind of.. 


incredible." 


Kirk bit his lip tentatively, eyes searching Dave's, waiting to see what he would say to that. Widened pupils and 
a softened expression lent an air of benevolence to Dave's hard bone structure, a sight as rare as anything. He 
regarded Kirk with a tender gaze, looking back deeply into each eye. Something had begun brewing in Kirk's 
chest. Was it.. affection? 


"You weren't so bad, yourself," he replied, brushing the bangs out of Kirk's face, fingertips lingering ever so 


slightly on his cheekbone, on the shell of his ear. 


Kirk pulled hard on the dwindling joint, filling his lungs. He leaned over, delicately drawing Dave's face to his own, 
hooking fingers around the back of his jaw, and blew a stream of smoke in through his open lips. He closed 
them with a faint kiss. Dave scooted closer and wrapped an arm around Kirk, pulling him into his chest. He 


exhaled through his nose like a dragon, the smoke cloud spilling out and down over the cascade of black hair. 


Burrowing into Dave's neck, Kirk breathed his delicious scent, powerfully strong now from the hours of 
sweating, shredding, and fucking. He wanted to eat him. He wanted to crawl inside him and live there. The 
luxurious combination of alcohol and marijuana was relaxing, his thoughts wandering and strange. The ginger 
curls surrounding his face felt like a comfort now, like they belonged to him, an extension of his own body. 


"Fuuuuck..” he breathed softly against the smooth skin, his tongue seeking one more quick taste. 


Feeling the tickle, Dave turned his head, capturing Kirk's mouth with his own. They kissed with lips parted, their 
tongues mingling together, each still hungry for the taste of the other. Fingers running down Kirk's face, 
arousal stirred in Dave again despite his physical exhaustion. He rotated his knees down to the floor and shifted 


to straddle Kirk's hips, wrapping both arms around his shoulders, kissing him ever more passionately. 


Kirk's hands slid up inside the white t-shirt, his cock already pressing into the heat on top of him. The skin 
stretched tightly across the pale ribs was silky smooth now, the sweat finally dry, and Kirk lightly thumbed at 


a ripple. Dave's mouth, so sensuous and needy, nearly caused his brain to blank out again. 


And yet, Kirk stopped himself. He wasn't ready for more. Not quite. Thoughts had been invading his mind that 


he couldn't ignore any longer. 


Pulling back away from the wanting lips, he placed a demanding hand on Dave's waist, holding them apart. 
Questioning eyes met his, and in a reassuring gesture he pecked Dave on the tip of his nose, fixing up a 


serious face before he spoke. 
"Wait. Lemme just say something.” 
Remaining astride his legs, Dave tried not to reveal any emotion, tried not to show any worry about what 


might come out of Kirk's mouth. Minutely, he tipped his head forward, bangs half-covering his eyes as a 
defense, his jaw tightening. 


"You know, | don't hate you, despite everything you say about me. | never did" 
Kirk was met with silence, but Dave's chin tilted up slightly. The eyes on him were alert, listening intently. 
"I get why you wanna blame me for taking your place. It's like, say, if your ex-girlfriend got a new boyfriend” 


Dave peeled himself off Kirk and sat back down next to him, processing. The words were unexpected, but 


welcome. 


He continued, "If | were you, I'm sure | would feel the same. | know you put your heart and soul into Metallica 
so to have it ripped away like that was probably like.. like losing a part of yourself that you don't think you can 


ever get back." 
"Yeah. That's almost exactly right" 


"We all wish it had gone down differently, but none of us can take anything back now. Can't put the toothpaste 
back in the tube." 


"Can't un-record my songs, you mean" 
Kirk shook his head and audibly puffed a short breath of air out his nose. "Come on, Dave, its not like that" 


"Yeah. Yeah, it is." He paused, backing away from the accusatory tone that had managed to dredge itself back 
up and into his voice. He switched gears and tried to focus on Kirk, and Kirk alone. Those other motherfuckers 


be damned. 


"Look, | respect you, man. You're good. | talk a lot about your abilities, but | don't actually mean it. They fucked 
me over and you're the collateral damage" Dave could barely believe those words were coming out of his own 
mouth, but the honesty train already had left the station. Something in that precious face had unlocked his 
heart. 


"| fuckin’ hate being back here, thinking about all this stupid shit" He was breathing harder now, his emotions 
and memories creeping up and pouring out. "You don't know what its been like for me. None of you could 


understand. Those guys left me with nothing. Just nothing." 


"You can tell me about it.. if you want" All the barriers were gore. Kirk patted Dave's back, curved his neck 
around so their eyes connected, so he could see that he meant it. It was so obvious to him now that this was 
a fragile person wrapped in an armor of masculinity, and Kirk's heart tugged at seeing this side of him. He 
remembered one of the nights back in ‘82 when their bands had played together and Dave had been wild, 
smashing bottles and equipment with glee backstage. That barely seemed like the same person that was sitting 


before him now. 


"They bought you a goddamn plane ticket, for fuck's sake. Didn't even tell me what they were gonna do, even 
though they knew. They knew. They planned it. Not even Cliff." Words came quickly, his thoughts out of order, 
rushing out of his mouth before they formed into sentences in his mind. "No better way to tell someone how 
ya feel about ‘em than to ship ‘em off without a cent to their name. James was my brother. Didn't even 

fucking warn me." He stopped for a second and collected himself. Remembered who he was talking to. Tried to 


be mature. "Not your fault." 


He'd never heard the story from this side before, and Kirk was moved, shaken by Dave's naked desolation. He 
felt more guilty now than he ever had. He took his arm from Dave's back, and instead held his hand, squeezing 
it in his earnestness. "I'm sorry." 


Dave paused, still riled up, but looked at him with genuine fondness. "Like | said. Not your fault." 


"| guess not. But still" Commiserating with him, Kirk said, "If you think about it, its a unique situation you and | 
are in. You're the only one who can really know where l'm at. You've been where I've been, trying to jockey 
your way in to Lars and James's thing. But | guess you made too much of an impression.. and they cut you 


loose. ' 
"Doesn't work so well, does it? Trying to be important to them." 
"Nah, not at all." 


"Better learn, Hammett. They'll always mean more to each other than you, or anybody else does. They don't 
actually see anyone else. Whatever ya do, you're not gonna have the input you want. They'll steal your shit and 


call it their own Why do you want to be part of that, anyway?" 
"Why do you? Dave, | think if they asked you back you'd go in a second. Tell me that's not true." 


He told himself it was probably the weed, but Dave felt overrun by his emotions, the words lingering in the air 
unanswered. He looked down at the floor, a hot feeling in his face. He was experienced in pushing away tears 


and knew he wouldn't cry, but his heavy sigh was shaky. 


That simple sound told Kirk all he needed to hear. He wrapped an arm around Dave's body and leaned his head 
into him. "Its okay man, | get it." He stroked his hand along the muscles of his shoulders, moving to gently 
massage the nape of his neck, hair still sweaty beneath his fingers. 


He used the same tactic he would employ as a teenager when his mom would rope him into babysitting his 
neighbors’ little accident-prone kids. Used the same comforting voice, let his presence be known but not 


overbearing.. His heart strained with compassion for the little lost boy inside Dave that needed to be held. 


"IF Im telling the truth, | miss Exodus. | miss having my own band. James and Lars and Cliff - | love those 
guys and I'd never leave Metallica, but it's hard to abandon the band you founded to hop into someone else's 


dream, no matter how good it is. You're so much better without them, Dave. Don't you see that you're free?" 


Touched by his words, Dave leaned over and so sweetly kissed Kirk that he thought he might shatter. Holding 
Dave's face in his hand, Kirk stroked his thumb from the corner of his mouth, outward, looking at the pretty, 
pale face, tiny traces of freckles dusting high cheekbones, sad eyes. They looked deeply into each other, 
glancing away briefly to other facial features when the eye contact became too intense. 

It should have been awkward, but it wasn't. If anything, Kirk was feeling a little romantic. 

"What would you say if | called you from the road?" Dave asked. 

"Yeah, why not. But I'm going back on tour, man. Going back overseas pretty soon, so." 


Dave looked wistful. Disappointed. 


Kirk felt badly letting him down. He changed the subject, not knowing what else to say to lessen the fact that 
it had sounded like a rejection. "Hey, didn't you say you had an idea? A plan of some kind?" 


A blank stare met him. 

"We still have.. evidence to dispose of" Kirk pointed to the balled up bedding, 

"Right. Here, take this" He handed Kirk one of the two remaining unopened beers. 

His mood doing a complete one-eighty, Dave stood up, and violently shook the other can He gritted his teeth 
and squinted his eyes, then popped the tab over the comforter, beer spraying all over it, and across half the 


room as well. 


"Jesus! What the fuck are you doing?" Kirk shielded his face with spread fingers in case the bitter mist made 


its way toward him. 
"Now this guy's gonna have to wash it no matter what! Problem solved" 


Kirk rolled his eyes and cracked his beer open as well, taking a massive swig from it before standing and tilting 
his hand, following Dave's lead. "This is so dumb." 


"Better than what you came up with, which was nothing." 
Ah, were sniping at each other again Kirk thought, bemusedly. He's such a rollercoaster. 


The small desk across the room had a cup of pens and pencils, and Kirk plucked one from the cache. Sifting 
through the trash, he found a piece of scrap paper and scribbled a quick message: 


Sorry, this beer exploded 


Nee comic collection 


On another scrap he jotted down the phone number of the Metallica Mansion, even though he was pretty 


certain Dave still had it memorized, the obsessive, angry, nostalgic character that he was. 


He dropped the note onto the bedspread, then handed the phone number to Dave. "You should probably just 


hang up if anyone answers besides me." 


Dave looked at it, folded it in half and slipped it into the back pocket of his jeans. Eyes back on Kirk, he smirked 


and grabbed him again, kissing him once more, obviously touched by the gesture. 
"Wanna go get another drink? Since these are, uh, empty?" Kirk shook a can. 


"Sure," Dave replied. Kirk took him by the hand, leading him toward the door, but Dave stopped him and pushed 


him up against it one last time. "Fucking hell, Hammett. | can't get enough of you." 


Kirk was suddenly lifted up by his cheeks, his head knocking backward into the wood, legs coming around Dave's 
waist, and a mouth was immediately on his throat. He winced slightly, his ass not ready to be stretched like 


that again. "You're relentless, aren't you?" he managed to get out before his mouth was devoured. 

"You fucking love it." 

He did. Sucking hard on Dave's lips, Kirk moved one leg down to the floor, stabilizing himself, and thrusted into 
the square hips, a breathy laugh escaping his lips as he did He was instantly shoved back again and assailed 
once more. 

Dave growled at him, "We're never gonna make it out of here." 

In response, Kirk, on a ballsy whim, turned the knob behind himself and leaned forward, the door cracking open. 
Sound poured in and they were overwhelmed, high as they were. The smell of pot smoke and stale alcohol 
swept over them. Subconsciously using the protection of each others' bodies from the outside world, they 


crept out the doorway pressed together, and down the hall past bedrooms all closed up now with a variety of 
noises trickling out from behind the doors. 


They cautiously broke apart once they realized people could see them, the sudden separation jarring after 


being wrapped up so tightly for so long. 


The upstairs living room had turned into a veritable mass of people, but as they rounded the corner into the 


main room, David Ellefson, no longer preoccupied, noticed them immediately, confusion clouding his face. 


"Dave. Dave! Where the fuck have you been?" He looked from Dave to Kirk and back again, trying to glean 


meaning from their faces in the low light, but unable to process the apparent harmony between them. 
Thinking he was playing it off perfectly, Dave patted Kirk on the back in the manliest way he could manage. 


"Well | ran into this guy and we had some words. It's all good now." His hand lingered on Kirk's shoulder a half a 
beat too long. 


David bought it, but not without slight suspicion, Kirk could see. They both looked higher than hell and smelled 
strongly of pot, but the timeline didn't make sense. 


"Uh, Dave, and | guess Kirk, too, there are some people here you might not want to see." 


But Dave didn't even hear the latter half of the sentence. He'd noticed the head of blonde waves moving his 
way through the throng behind Junior and before he even saw hin, a tiny bolt of lightning in the form of Lars 
Ulrich shot through the crowd and latched onto Kirk next to him. He eyed Dave warily from his possessive 


position around Kirk 

"Dave." 

"Hello, Lars." 

James arrived just behind Lars, standing next to Junior, sizing up Dave and Kirk. 

"The hell did you do with my guitar, Hamster?" He addressed Kirk good-naturedly, glancing hesitantly at Dave. 
Its in my car. Don't worry about it” 

Kirk felt like he needed to talk more, the tension in the air thick. What had begun as a twinge of paranoia from 
the effects of the weed had turned into a wave, now that he was no longer safe with Dave in their private 
sex lair. 

"You guys missed a great show." He flashed a look at Dave awkwardly, their eyes meeting and darting away 
quickly. Kirk hoped no one noticed their pointed glance, but David seemed perceptive, and was still staring at 


him with an air of skepticism. "I didn't know you'd all be coming out here! Guess it must be the only 


entertainment in town tonight." 


Dave remained silent, looking back and forth between James and Lars, and Kirk thought he detected more than 
a hint of that same hurt he'd just seen behind his eyes a few minutes before. 


Still, no one else spoke. Kirk began to panic. Were they caught? Could everyone see right through them? Keep 
talking.. 


"He's not so bad, ya know.." Kirk thumbed at Dave next to him, and realized they were still standing very close 


together, their bodies positioned more intimately than would pass as normal. 
"Yeah man, | do know," James said to Kirk with a slight smile. "Good to see you again, Dave. Been a while." 


Dave nodded, fighting the urge to say something shitty back to him. His brows knitting together, he looked at 


Lars and cautiously nodded to him, too. 


Kirk could feel the small body of his friend hanging heavily on him, obviously drunk, and Lars began to nuzzle 
into his hair in the way he often did. 


To the surprise of everyone, James leaned in toward Dave, and outstretched both arms, encircling him. 
"Missed you, brother." Lord, he has gotta be fucking wasted if he wants a hug, Dave thought, but brought his 


hands up to his back and patted a couple of times in return. 


The motion of the embrace had moved Dave's sheltering hair behind his shoulders, and Lars and Junior's eyes 
were captured by the slew of fresh, purple marks now clearly exposed on Dave's white neck. Kirk felt time 
slow down as he saw them both turn from Dave to peer at him, their eyes searching out the severe teeth 
marks on his own neck, which had not been immediately obvious in the dimness. Upon inspection, Kirk became 
hyper-aware that Dave still looked ravished, his bitten lips puffy, a faded hand print on the side of his cheek, 
hickeys everywhere, and he knew he must look exactly the same. Not to mention he couldn't control his guilty 


expression. 
Fucking stupid, Kirk thought. Why didnt we leave separately? 


Releasing James, Dave frantically moved his long waves back in front of his shoulders but it was too late. Eyes 
of all in the circle were wide and questioning, confusion and realization dawning all around. Swallowing hard, Dave 
spoke a little too loudly. "Who else needs a drink?" He spun around and pushed through the group of folks 
behind him to get to the stairs, moving away as quickly as he could, bodies leaned along the wall of the 
staircase impeding his progress. 


Lars's already large eyes had grown to saucers. "Tell me what's going on, Kirk | really can't believe you're here 
with Dave. What were you.. doing?" He moved his hand to his neck, examining the damage, and back up to his 
eyes, putting the pieces together but struggling to believe it. 


"Oh, that? That's from, um, before," he said to Lars, and to the group, shrugging his hand away. "We just 


smoked a joint, kinda talked out our issues." 


"Uh huh. Seems focking weird, man" Lars's eyes had zeroed in on something else, and Kirk's heart jumped again 
when he saw Lars with two fingers slowly pluck a long, red hair off his back, standing out brightly against his 
black shirt. 


"That talk.. it took a long time, huh?" David smirked a tiny bit, just the corners of his eyes crinkling. 


"Uh, no, just a few, um, minutes. Before that | was with.. someone else." He stumbled so obviously over his 


words, backpedalling. / am making this so much worse. 


James looked incredibly uncomfortable, tapping his fingers on his leg and listening to the whole interchange. He 
worried his mouth back and forth, eyes darting around the party. "Let's see where Cliff got off to, yeah?" He 
jerked his head toward the stairs and started to make his way over. Hand on Kirk's back, Lars led him after 


James. 


Softly into his ear, Lars crooned at him as they walked. "You gotta come clean with me, man. | know you were 


with him. You smell like him. | spent two years in a van with that guy, | would know.’ 
Kirk protested, "I have no idea what you're talking about, dude. Lay off 
"No, no! Hey! It's cool. | just wanna know.. how was he?" 


Kirk shoved Lars away and tried to put distance between himself and the diminutive Dane who looked genuinely 
curious. H deal with that litte shit later, Kirk thought, and tried to catch up with James. 


Making it down to the first floor, but unable to catch up to his friend amongst the crush of bodies, he lost 
sight of him somewhere in the big main room. Kirk ventured again toward the kitchen, assuming Dave would be 
scrabbling through the cupboards in there to find something stronger than beer. He had just stepped one foot 
over the threshold when Dave, slipping out from God knows where, tugged his shirt and began pulling him 
toward the porch. Kirk worried Lars could see them stealing away together since he was somewhere just 
behind him, but hoped his height was enough of a hinderance that he'd miss the whole scene. 


Curious eyes of strangers smoking on the porch followed Dave and then Kirk as first one and then the other 
hopped the railing, landing heavily on the other side, a quarter-story down to the small backyard. Dave 
continued around the side of the house, beckoning Kirk to come along, and they slid against the wooden siding, 
just barely hidden from view. 


Quietly, Dave said, "I'm gonna get out of here. James, Lars. It's too much. Plus, now | gotta cover and make 
some shit up for Junior to believe." He straightened up a bit, looking up and away. Kirk was arrested by his 


beautiful face, angelic in the side light. "Ya gonna be around tomorrow?" 


"| could be." 


"So.. can | call you?" 
Kirk grinned. "Uh huh." 
"| wanna see ya before we leave on Monday." 


"For sure." His heart on his sleeve, Kirk admitted, "I want that, too. And | want you to call me from the road. 


At least until we leave again." 


"| just might do that. You're cute, Hammett. Nice to talk to. Nice to look at." Dave reached out, his fingertips 
lightly tracing the shape of Kirk's hand and suggestively bit his lip, eyeing him up and down, 


‘| mean, | am pretty sore, so tomorrow might be a little tough if you wanted to." He chuckled, shrugging one 


shoulder. 


"Well..." Dave kissed Kirk on the lips, tipping his face up by the chin with two fingers. "Who says you're gonna 


be the sore one next time?" 

In slight disbelief, Kirk's mouth dropped open. 

With a sneer and a wink, Dave was off. "See ya tomorrow. Kirk" 

His mass of tousled waves blowing behind him, he disappeared around the side of the house and was gone. 
Kirk could not wait until tomorrow. 


Dave has no idea what he just got himself into. 


